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NICK CARTER IN BROOKLYN. 


By the author of “NICK CARTER.” 


CHAPTER I. 


“ MOONSHINERS” AT WORK. 


“How would you like to undertake another job for the 
United States Government ?” 


“Well,” replied Nick Carter, “Uncle Sam is good pay, | 


but he always gives me a lot of very bad boys to do busi- 
ness with.” 

Revenue Collector Nathan, of Brooklyn, and Nick Carter 
were sitting in the private office of the latter at his resi- 
dence in the city of New York. 

“The fact is,” said Nick, after a moment's thought, “I 
don’t care about undertaking a difficult job just 
now. Ihaven’t had a week’s rest in a long time, and I 
am. tired out.” 

“JT didn’t know what shape I’d find you in,” said the 
collector of Uncle Sam’s revenue, “and I may have gone 
too far in-the matter without consulting you.” 

“What have you done?” 


“In conferring with the authorities at Washington | ! 
Ictor, “that they are all too well known to accomplish any-_ | 


about the case I have in mind, I mentioned your name, 


and they at once insisted upon your being given the entire 


charge of it.” 

“Tam very sorry, because’ 

The treasury official did not allow the celebrated detec- 
tive to complete the sentence. 

“Now, Mr. Carter,” he said, “please don’t say another 
word until you have heard something about the case.” 

“T’m all attention.” - 

“Well, to make it short, there are some moonshiners 
over in my district who are making things very warm 
for me.” 

“Moonshiners in Brooklyn?” 

“Yes.” 

“In asmall way ?” 

‘‘No; that’s the worst of it. They are making. and put- 
ting on the market thousands of dollars’ worth of moon-| 
shine whisky every month, and I have not succeeded in) 
getting a single clew.” 

“Tt isa little rough on you,” 
don’t see how I can——” 

For the second time the revenue collector stopped the 
detective just at ths point of a refusal. 

“Hold ona moment,” he said, with a serious look on 
his pleasant face. ‘‘I am in more trouble over the matter 


b 


= 


said Nick, “but still I) 


than you can imagine, and your answer means a great; 


deal to me.” 

‘‘T wonder,” said Nick, musingly, “ whether I am ever 
going to have any more rest.” 

‘*You ean rest after this mitety is solved.” 

“Tell me about the case.’ 

The revenue officer looked Sidaeed) 

“You will take it?” he asked. 

“T can answer your question better when I know some- 
thing about the matter.” 

“There isn’t much to tell. 


I think the plant where the 


whisky is made is somewhere outside of the city limits, | 


but the stuff is sold to retailers in the city.” 

“And you say that it is made and sold in large quan- 
tities?” 

“ Yes—at least I have every reason to think so.” 

‘“What makes you think it is sold in the city ?” 

“ Because the drinking of whisky goes right on as usual, 
and the books show that the saies of whisky upon which 
the tax has been paid are falling off terribly.” 

“ And you have no idea where to begin your search for 
the moonshiners ?” 
| “Not the slightest.” 

“The leaders may be men away up in other ‘lines of 
| business, ard in the confidence of the Government.” 
“Tt is possible that you are right.” 
“Well,” said Nick, “I’ll look around a day or two, and 
then tell you what I think about the matter.” 

“That means that you will take hold of the case?” 

“Certainly.” 

“You give it a good, square pull, and I have ten thou- 
sand dollars of Uncle Sam’s money ready for you.” 
| ‘Whether I win or not?” 
| ‘*Yes. If you win, there’ll be an extra ten thousand.” 
“The Government pays well, as I said before.” 

“Yes, but even the large sum offered in this case has 
‘failed to produce the desired result.” 

“Who has been at work on the case?” 
' “ All of my men.” 

Nick smiled. 

“You mean by that, I presume,” 


said the revenue col- 


thing.” 

“That is about it.” 

“But you are rather well known.” 

“You don’t see Nick Carter, even now,” was the reply, 
“and when you see him outside, you will not recognize 
the man you are now talking with.” 

“Do you mean that you are always in disguise ?” 

’ “ Always when I am doing detective work.” 

“Tsn’t that troublesome ?” 

“It 1s easier than being forever bothered by the toughs 
I have been the means of bringing to justice.” 

“TI never thought of that. There must be an army of 
them in the city, and every man of them would doubtless 
| kill you on sight.” 

“T can take care of myself, so far as that goes,” was 
the reply, “but I don’t like to be bothered when I am at 
/work on cone cases, and all yee cases I get seem to be 
‘difficult ones.’ 
| “You won’t find this one any Sunday-school picnie, I 
am afraid. At least, it looks that way to me.” 

Nick walked the floor a moment in silence. 

Then he asked : 
| “Do you think the moonshine whisky is sold fresh from 
the stiil?” 

“Yes.” 
| “ And retailed at once?” 
| “ After being doctored to give it an appearance of age— 
yes.” 

“Jt must be pretty raw stuff.” 


“Oh, there’s lots of bad whisky sold. This isn’t any 


worse than some that has paid the tax.” 
“Ts it possible to tell the difference 2?” 
“Yes; an expert can tell the difference.” 
“ Where.can I find an expert, who is not an officer?” 


a 


“There used to be a trampish sort of fellow around — 
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town called Nosey Jim, who is simply out of sight at the 
business, but no one can hold him down long enough to get 
good results.” 

“Ts he safe ?” 

‘Yes; he never was ae to blab.” 

“ Just gets drunk, and won’t work ?” 

“That's it.” 

“T think I shall have to look Mr. Nosey Jim up. Have 
you any idea where he may be found ?” 

' The revenue collector laughed. 

‘‘He may be in California, for all I know.” 

After some further talk, the official took his departure, 
and Nick proceeded to make ready for the street. 

It was now late in the afternoon. 

The early October day was quite chilly, and occasion- 
ally dashes of rain dampened the pavements. 

“Tf our esteemed friend, Nosey Jim is in luck,” thought 
the detective, “he may be at Pig-Foot Kelley’s, on East 
Broadway. At least, I’ll step down there and see.” 

A few moments later a tramp of the most pronounced 
type entered the place named. 

“ Pig-Foot Kelley’s” place is well known to the tramp- 
ing fraternity all over the land. 

It is known asa “free,” that is, a place where whisky 
is sold for ten cents a glass, and where it is accompanied 
by a free lunch. 

The place is popular so long as the tramps have money. 

When they are in hard luck they usually hang out 
around “ Gruber’s,” on the Bowery. 

‘‘Gruber’s” is known as a “dead-house,” that.is, a place 


“~~ where whisky is sold for five cents a glass, and where 


there is no free lunch. 

The average tramp must have his whisky, whether he 
has anything to eat or not. 

Kelley’s place was crowded with customers. 

They gathered about the free lunch counter like flies‘ 
and many whose appetites had already been appeased 
were scated on chairs and tables, or were standing in 
little groups about the room. 

Several of the tramps glanced up as Nick eater ed. 


It was easy to see that he, being unknown, was regarded | - 


as a fresh “greeny.” 

“A greeny” isa new tramp, one not acquainted with 
the ways of the city, and is considered legitimate plunder 
for the “hardies,” or old-timers. 

Nick knew that he would not have to wait long before 
having plenty of company. 

He exposed a handful of silver as he paid for the 
whisky he ordered, and dropped into an unoccupied chair. 

“Say, blokie,” 
new in dese parts.” 

“ Just come in—lookin’ fur Nosey Jim.” 

“Knew him ?” 

The seeming tramp shook his head. 

“JT thought not,” said the old tramp, with a leer in- 
tended for a:smile, “’cause I’m Nosey Jim hisself.” 

“Have suthin’?” 

“Don’t mind.” 

While the fellow drank, Nick regarded him keenly.. 

He did not have an honest face, to say the least..- 

Nick hesitated about having anything to do with him. 

Before he could decide, a commotion at the door at- 
tracted his attention. 

“Here comes Nosey Jim,” shouted one of the men. 
“Now there’ll be a circus.” 
Nick turned to his companion. 


said a greasy old tramp, “you must be 


“Tf you are Nosey Jim,” he said, “who’s dat bloke 
comin’ t’rough de door?” 

“Der’s two Nosey Jims,” said the tramp, sullenly. “I’m 
one.” 

““What’s dey a-goin’ to be a circus about?” demanded 
Nick, recalling the exclamation that had followed the 
entrance of Nosey Jim. 

“We're all dead leary of dat mug, an’ de boys is goin’ 
to t’?ump him—see ?” 

The new Nosey Jim was rather a decent. -looking fellow. 

He was ragged and dirty, and had all the tough airs 
that any tramp ever had, but his face showed him to be 
considerable of a man, after all. 

As he advanced into the room, the tramps gathered 
about him with threatening looks. 

“Bang him !” | 

“Smash his peepers !” 

“Put him to sleep !” 

Nosey stood with nis back to the wall, with his hands 
up, but they all jumped on him at once, and he was get- 
ting much the worst of the encounter when Nick sprang 
forward. 

For a moment the fight was a warm one. 

Nick kept his feet with difficulty, and only by the full 
exercise of his great strength did he finally succeed in 
reaching the door, with the cursing and swearing Nosey 
by his side. 

“Jump out there, pard,” he cried, drawing a revolver, 
“‘T’ll shoot the first bloke wot lifts a fin.” 

Nosey sprang out, and the detective prepared to follow. 


CHAPTER II. 
THROWN FROM THE ROOF. 


Nosey Jim was undeniably drunk. 

He staggered into a little furnished room Nick Carter 
had taken in Brooklyn, and threw himself on the bed. 

“Great graft,” he muttered, ‘‘lots of whisky, an’ nothin’ 
to do.” 

“Where have you been all day ?” 

Nick spoke rather impatiently. 

“Been drinkin’ red likker.” 

“Did you find what you went after ?” 

“Bar’ls of it.” 

“ And you drank it all, I suppose ?” 

“Qouldn’t drink it all. Too bad. Sorry ’boutit, Give 
her anozer whirl to-morrow.” 

“Where did you find new whisky ?” 

“Allover. Every place in Brooklyn's got it.” 

“Hyresh from the distillery, is it?” 

“T’s’d shay so. Nothin’ but highwine run through bar’) 
of charcoal. Take the roof off’n a man’s mouth.” 

“Where'd you get your mouth for whisky, Nosey ?” 

“Served ’prenticeship in de mountains.” 

“ Moonshining ?” 

Nosey’s only reply was a significant grunt. 

“Well,” said Nick, “you ought to know moonshine 
whisky when you get hold of it.” 

‘Oh, I guess not.” 

Nosey took as much pride in his knowledge of whisky 
as the average astronomer does in his knowledge of the 
stars. 

“To-morrow,” said Nick, “you must show me a place 
where they sell it.” . 
“Which one?” 

“Oh, any one—the largest place, for instance.” 
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* “Shay,” demanded Nosey, ina Tmement i vou a prize- 
fighter?” 

“What. makes you think that?” asked Nick, with a 
smile. 

“De way you smashed dem fellers around last night. 
What’d you do it for?” 


“Because I didn’t want to seeadozen men pounding | 


” 


one. 


“Well, you’d never got out of dat place alive if you| 


hadn’t pulled dat gun.” 

Nick made no reply. 

“You make a bloomin’ old tramp, you do,” 
Nosey, sitting up on the bed and looking at the trim 
figure of the detective with a broad grin. “You ain’t a 
tramp to-day. Can you make one any time?” 

‘‘T can make most anything,” said Nick, “except moon- 
shine whisky.” 

“ Huh,” was the reply, “I can make dat myself.” 

“Why don’t you hunt around and get a job making it? 
There is lots of money in it.” 

“T7ll make it fast enough, if I git a chance.” 

Nick had now gone as far with the fellow as he thought 
it was safe to go. 

He knew that men of his class were not to be trusted. 

Nosey did not even know what he was sampling whisky 
for. 

He knew that he was hunting for new whisky, that he 
got all he wanted to drink, and that was all he cared to 
know. 

Now and then he glanced at Nick inquiringly, as though 
he was wondering what the game was, but he asked no 
questions. 

It was now after dark, and Nosey declared that he 
meant to go to sleep. 

“Git full ag’in to-morrer,” he muttered, turning over. 

“Tell me where you found some of that stuff,” said 
Nick, ‘‘and I’l1 drop in there.” 

“You'll take a drop indere, too,” said Nosey, 
don’t look out. It’s dead tuff—you hear me.” 

“T1l take my chances on that,” replied Nick. “ You stay 
here until I come back, if you want me to give you more 
money for to-morrow.” 


“if you 


The detective made a note of the street and number | 


given by Nosey and hastened away. 


Nosey had certainly made no mistake in denominating | 
jthe city devoted entirely to tall tenement-houses of the’ 
gery of a place, with a rickety counter | poorer class. 


the place he had given the address of as “tuff.” 
lt was a low dog 


and plenty of boxes, chairs, and tables for the accommo- | 
ings, and the waiting detective heard him ask: 


dation of the seedy-looking fellows with which the room 
was crowded. 


But, although the saloon was on a side street, and the) 
class of trade seemed to be far below the average, the pro- | 
prietor was decked out in diamonds like a swell hotel) 


clerk. 


“T guess it pays to sell moonshine whisky,” was the, 
mental comment of the detective as he took a seat in the, 


back part of the room and ordered a glass of whisky. 
Once more Nick was a tramp. 


He was decidedly the toughest looking man in the | 
| time a rather neatly-dressed young workman left the 


The bartender made a great deal of noise throwing down. 


house. 
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“Then he an Hod yh the detective: 

“Tt ain’t perlite,” he said, with a grin, “to drink alone 
when dere’s‘a gent a-sittin’ at de same table.” 

Nick swallowed his water and the lesson in manners 
without saying a word. 

The whisky he Anand to throw under the table wath 
out being seen. 

‘‘Good stuff, dat,” said the tramp. 

“Raw,” said Nick. 

“What d’ye want fer five cents?” demanded the other, 
“ whisky dat come over wid Columbus? Yer see,” explained 
the tramp, paying for another glass of the fiery stuff with 
his extra nickel, “de bloke wot runs dis place don’t have 
no book account wid Uncle Sam.” 

“Oh, come off,” said Nick, in a tone which meant that 
he wanted to be left alone. 

“Dat’s wot I t’inks, anyway,” continued the other. 
“You'll see ’im dodge out 0’ here d’rectly, and to-morrow 
mornin’ hell have a lot o’ stuff right from old Kain- $ 
tucky.” 

The remark was accompanied by a cory suggestive 
wink, 

“You're talkin’ t’rough your hat, pard.” 

“You just wait an’ see.” 

Nick bent his head forward on the table and pretended 
to sleep. 

‘‘What’s that you’re sayin’ about my whisky?” de- 
manded the proprietor, approaching the table where the 
two men were. 

“Nothin’,” replid the tramp, in a frightened tone. 

“Well, if I hear any more of that nothin’,” said the. . 
proprietor, in an angry tone, “out you go.” 

“He needn’t be so mighty touchy about it,” grumbled 
‘the tramp, as the saloon-keeper walked away. “He does — 
sell croeked whisky, an’ we all knows it. I’d like to git 
| onto his plant.” y 

“T guess I’ve struck the right place,” thought Nick, 
raising his head and looking around. “J wonder if it will 
be possible to follow that fellow when he goes away 2” 

After a time the proprietor brushed his hair before the 
bar mirror, and put on a fashionably-cut coat and shiny 
silk hat, and started for the street. 

The evening was warm and bright. 

The saloon-keeper strolled lazily along, nodding to 
acquaintances now and then, until he reached a part of 


He stopped at the main entrance of one of these build- 


“Where’s Mike?” 

The woman of whom the question was asked pvinted 
toward the roof and passed down the steps. 

The man called out after her: 

“On the roof !” 


“Yes, on the roof,” was the reply. 
gone up to pack a caucus in Mars?” 

The man went on up stairs, and Nick stepped into the 
private room of a saloon close at hand. 

Fortunately the place was empty, and in ‘a very short 


“Do you think he’s 


room, called for a glass of beer at the bar, and walked 


Nick’s change, and a man sitting by his side looked away in the direction of the tenement building which the 


sharply up. 
A ten-cent piece rolled across the table, and the fellow 
seized it and: passed it to the bartender. 
“ Gimme some likker,” he said. 


saloun-keeper had entered. 

It was a long climb to the roof, but the detective 
reached it at last, and seated himself on one hie ie many 
benches ponvtered around, 
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A poorly dressed girl was leaning comfortably against 


_ achimney playing on au accordion. 

A woman with two babies in her arms sat listening 
with a sad look on her worn face. 

All about the roof men and women, with pipes and 
pails and tin cups of beer in their hands, sat enjoying the 
evening air. 

Not far away the detective saw the man he had fol- 
lowed to the place in close conversation with a man 
dressed rather better than the mass of people about him. 

Nick walked carelessly toward the place where they 
sat, taking pains to keep in the shadow of a chimney as 
far as possible. 

As cautious as his movements were, however, they 
were observed by the cautious liquor dealer. 

“Say, Mike,” he whispered, to his companion, “does 
that man there by the chimney belong in the building?” 

“T never saw him here before.” 

“Well, you want to keep a sharp lookout. The coppers 
are hot after the plant.” 

“If I catch any coppers up here, Ill t’row dem off de 
roof.” 

“Perhaps you had better walk up there where Charley 
is and puf him on. He knows what to do if the fellow 
appears inquisitive.” 

Mike strolled over to wherea young man was sitting 
-. with a baby in his arms, and entered into conversation 
with him. 

The man put the baby down and sauntered about the 
roof until he came to where Nick was standing. 

He was about to speak when a dark figure slipped over 
from the next roof, climbing over the pointed pickets of 
the dividing fence with the agility of:a cat. 

“Mike?” 

The figure spoke the word softly, but Mike was by his 
_ side in a moment. 

“What’s up, Dave?” 

“T wos carryin’ some of de stuff, an de coppers got dead 
on. Can youse put me away ?” 

The whole roof was on by this time, but Mike faced 
the staring crowd without a quiver in his voice. 

“You all know Dave,” he said. “Well, de peelers is 
after him. I’m goin’ to put ’im away. An’ if any 9’ youse 
peaches on ’?im, it won’t go good—see ?” 

There was a moment’s silence, during which Mike 
seemed to be forming some plan. 

“Tf any one asks youse did you see Dave, it goes dat he 
skipped over to de front an’ made a sneak to de street— 
see ?” ; 

Then Mike and the figure disappeared down the narrow 
stairs. 

In a moment a policeman appeared on the other side of 
the picket fence. 

The roof told the story Mike had ordered it to tell, and 
the policeman went slowly away. 

Nick walked to the rear end of the building and looked 
down. 

His first idea had been to follow Mike and the fugitive, 
for he was certain that the affair had something to do 
with the case he was at work on, but he finally decided to 
keep the saloon-keeper in sight. 

In a short time Mike returned and joined the liquor 
dealer. 

“Dave caught sight of that man’s face”, he said, “and 
he is dead sure he seen ’’im in youse place to-night, lookin’ 
like a bloomin’ old tramp,” 


| 


i ‘“T remember him,” said the saloon-keeper. “He hada 


| handful of chink, an’ Carroty Bob was talkin’ about my 
/ goods not bein’ all square wid de gov.” 
“What can we do?” 
The dealer in crooked goods made a significant move- 
|ment with his hand. 
| Nick stood leaning over the parapet, wishing himself 
safe on the ground below, for he knew now that he was 
suspected and watched. 

The roof was now nearly deserted. 

The two men rushed softly upon the detective, seizing 
him from behind. 

The next moment he was falling from the roof, 


CHAPTER III. 


A SHOT IN THE DARK. 


Matt Archer, the saloon-keeper, went back to his place 
of business like a man pursued. 

He seemed to hear footsteps behind him in the dark 
streets. 
| Mike had been left at the tenement-house, with instruc- 
tions to report later on. 
| It was growing late when he reached the saloon, and 
i very few customers were in sight. 
| Inashort time these went away, leaving only the pro- 
| prietor, the bartender, and two roung-looking fellows, 
who were in the employ of the owner, in the place. 

“Tt’s mighty queer,” said the bartender, “dat all dis 
talk ’bout crooked likker should begin now.” 

“Tf that tramp comes in here again,” said Matt, “fire 
7im out. He ain’t no good, anyway.” = / 

“Can’t fire em all out,” said the bartender, pretending 
| to be very busy with glasses. 

“What’s that?” 

“Said I couldn’t fire everybody wot talked about 
crooked whisky out ob de joint.” 
| “Who else has been talkin’ ’bout it?” 


| “Dat bloke wot got so bloomin’ full ’ere to-day. He 
peauidat talk ’bout nothin’ else, ’e couldn’t.” 

| Matt’s hand trembled as he set down the glass from 
| which he had been drinking. 

“Who was. he?” he demanded. 

“T dunno,” said the bartender. 

“Nosey Jim,” said both the other men, in a breath. 

“Whose Nosey Jim ?” 

Pramp.? 

“Used to be moonshiner.” 

“Then ’e may be a spy,” said the mixer of drinks. 

The owner of the place sat along time without speak-~ 
ing. 

He realized that at last some one was doing good work 
on the moonshine case. 

He was wondering if the head of the movement against 
the criminal gang was not at that moment lying in the 
alley back of the tall tenement-house. 

“Who knows where this Nosey Jim hangs out?” he 
finally asked. 

“Sleeps in de park,” said one of the men. 

“T know where he went to-night,” said the other. 

“Where did he go to-night?” 

“Down here on this same street, to a furnished room.” 

“How do you know ?” 

“Fe wos howlin’ full, an’ I steered him’ down there.” 
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bartender. 
“Some cove put up for him.” 
' “The devil he did.” 


spoke. 


here. I wonder what devil’s work will crop out next?” 

In &@ moment he turned to the little group standing 
about the bar. 

“ Who’ll go down there an’ git him out?” he demanded. 

No one answered. 

“Come,” he insisted, “I want it done.” 

‘Dere’s another bloke roomin’ wid him,” said Hie fel- 
low who had helped Nosey to his room. “He may kick.” 

“Who is it?” 

‘IT dunno.” 

“Was he there when you left Nosey ?” 

“Didn’t go up.” 

“Well, if we leave the sneak alone there to-night, he’ll 
be up and away in the morning before we can get at him. 
I want to get my clutches on him to-night.” 

“T’ll go if Dick’ go wid me,” said the fellow. 


with Ted. There’s a tenner apiece in it.” 

“Wot you goin’ to do wid him w'en you gets hold of 
him? We don’t do no geazle act—see ?” 

“Take ’im down to the plant an’ put ’im to work.” 

“‘Mebbe de bloke won’t come.” 

Dick turned back trom the door to make this sage 
remark. 

“ Offer.’im plenty of whisky an’ he’ll come fast enough.” 

The. men started away, and Matt locked the door, drew 
the blinds, and sat down to wait. 

“Wot you doin’ dat for?” asked the mixer of drinks, 
in surprise; “it ain’t closin’ time yet.” 

“Because I don’t want any more customers in here 
to-night. It’d ’a’ bin money in my pocket if I had closed 
the door dis mornin’.” 

“Be dey after youse ?” 

“T should say so—at least they wos after me.” 

Just then a low knock came at the door. 

The bartender started to open it. 

“ Hold on,” said Matt, “Pll go myself. You had better 
go to the basement an’ git out your stuff for to-morrow.” 

The bartender took a candle and went away grumbling 
about something mighty queer being in the air. 

After he had left the room, Matt opened the door and | 
admitted the man he had left on watch at the tenement. 


“T’d like to know ’ow ’e got a furnished room,” * said the 


| 


“Well, Mike?” 

He asked the question as soon as the door was closed. 

“ He ain’t dere.” 

The saloon-keeper started back, pale as death. 

“Not there?” 

“Dat’s wot I said.” 

“Where is he, then?” 

“IT dunno. He didn’t fall in de alley.” 

“How could he have saved himself?” 

“I dunno. You see, I didn’t dare make any inquiries.” 

“We're in a nice boat now.” 

*Dat’s wot I t’ink ; didn’t believe in dat tippin’ off | 
scheme any of de time.’ 

Matt waited a long time before speaking. 
asked. 

“T can’t say.” 


‘For that matter,” mused Matt, “I thought some one 
was tollowing me.” 

‘He couldn’t ’a’ got out as quick as that.” 

“Well, he’s around the city somewhere, ‘ready to make 


Matt walked Spa up and down the floor as he/us more trouble.” 


“Yes, we’ve got to git him, or the plant won’t be no 


“That means,” he thousht “that Nosey Jim was sent! good after this—that’s sure.” 


“Where are de boys?” 

‘Gone after another sneak.” 

“ Another ?” 

“Yes, another. 

“Who is it?” 

“Nosey Jim.” 

Mike laughed.. 

““He can’t do no harm,” he said. 

In a few words Matt explained what had taken place 
during the afternoon and evening. 

‘“There’s one good thing about Nosey,” said Mike. *“ He 
knows all about whisky, an’ we can make good use of him 
down at de plant.” 

“But will he stay there?” 

“Oh, we’ll make him.” 

For the second time that night a soft knock sounded on 


The wood’s full of *em.” 


“Come, Dick,” said Matt, in a coaxing tone, “go along; the closed door of the saloon. 


Mike started up. 

“Wait,” said Matt, “it’s probably Dick and Ted. Keer 
still, now, if they have Nosey in tow.” 

Yes, Nosey was in tow. 

His few hours of sleep had not sobered him much. 

He was ready to lick the men who had taken him out 
of his bed at that time of night. 

His pard would be therein the morning, and the devil 


' would be to pay if he was not there to receive him. 


The bartender filled a beer glass with whisky and 
placed it on the counter. 
“There,” he said, “see if youse can stop kickin’ long 
enough to git away with that.” i 

Nosey could, and did. 

“Now, wot do you want?” he demanded, wiping hig 
mouth on the skirt of his ragged coat. 

““Tt’s just this way,” said Matt, “we want some work 
done, an’ I think you know how to do it.” 

““Wot work ?” 

Matt pointed to the glass Nosey had just emptied. 

“Can you make that stuff?” 

“Course I can.” 

“Ever make any ?” 

“Bar’ls of it.” 

“How old should you think that was?” 

“ About three hours, by the way it burns. You ain’t bin 
a-dopin’ of me, have you?” 

The men roared with laughter. 

“You’d be a nice subject to dope,” said Dick. 

“There ain’t any poison in de world stout ernough to 
make a mark on dat whisky stomach of yourn.” 

“Well,” said Matt, “if you can make that sort of stuff 
[ve got a big job for you.” 

“You jist try me, pard.” 

After some further talk the men all left the saloon and 
proceeded in the direction of Hamilton avenue. 

Between Fourteenth and Fifteenth streets they stopped 


{in front of a large coal-yard and consulted for a moment. 


None of them saw a figure creep from the shadow of an 


“Are you sure he didn’t follow you here?” he finally opposite fence and approach the spot where they stood. 


Nosey was not allowed to hear what was being said, he 
being kept a short distance in the rear. 
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“T don’t like the idea of givin’ up de tunnel,” said 
Matt, after the conversation had been carried on in whis- 
pers for some moments. “It ain’t safe.” 

“We've got to put him in it, anyway,” said Mike. 

“Yes, but he needn’t know the way out.” 

The silent figure was on their side of the road rfow, 
creeping nearer and nearer. 

“ Well,” said Matt, ina moment, “I'll take him around 
by the outer entrance, and youse fellers go t’rough de 
tunnel.”. 

He started off with Nosey as he spoke, leaving his com- ! 
panions at the side of the avenue by the coal-yard. | 

“Dis is a mighty queer scheme,” said Nosey, who es 
evidently getting suspicious. “ Where you takin’ me?” 

“Oh, it’s all right,” said Matt. “You didn’t think we 
made de stuff in de city hall, did you?” 

For a moment the figure in the heavy shadows by the 
fence seemed in doubt as to which party to follow. 

In a moment, however, the four men by the coal yard 
passed through the wide gate and disappeared behind the 
huge piles of coal with which the yard was crowded. 

After a moment’s hesitation the watching figure fol- 
lowed on behind them. 

When the watcher turned the corner of the first pile of 
coal, the four men were nowhere in sight. 

As he stood looking about, the sound of voices came to 
his ears. 

They seemed to come from the very ground under his 
feet. 

Presently a gleam of light appeared, and the watcher 
saw that it proceeded from the mouth of a vavern not ten 
feet away from the place where he was standing. 

He stepped forward and looked in. — 

It was simply a hele in the ground, with walls of earth. 

It appeared to be quite deep, and a narrow passage, lead- 
ing away into the bowels of the earth, was in plain sight. 

As he stooped down to get a better view a pistol-shot 
rang out, sounding heavy and dull in the thick air of the 
cavern. 

Then came the sound of excited voices, and all was 
still. 


CHAPTER IV. 
IN THE UNDER-GROUND TUNNEL. 


Nosey Jim and his conductor paused before a huge gate 
on Hamilton avenue. 

It was set in a high board fence, and seemed to be pro- 
tected by numerous bolts and chains. 


Matt pulled impatiently at a rope which hung a few} 


feet to the right of the gate, and in a moment the’ tinkle 
of a bell came from the inclosed space beyond. 

Tnen the bolts were drawn, the chains fell back, and 
the two men stepped inside. 

Much to the surprise of the tramp, another high board 
fence stood but a few feet away from the first one. 

He was conducted through another gate, much the same 


as the first, and also fastened by means of numerous: 


bolts and chains. 
Near the bottom of the second or inner fence he noticed 


a rope, which ran some distance along the boards and 
then led off in the direction of a small one-story house or | 


shed which stood but a short distance away. 


| 
> 


A dim light was burning in the building in the center 
of the inclosed space. 

“ Wot’s all dis monkey business for?” demanded Nosey, 
who, by this time, was getting decidedly nervous. 

“That’s all right,” said Matt, me a chuckle, “dat’s to 
keep the thieves out.” 

The men were soon inside the building, and then Nosey 
understood what all the talk meant. 


Around him were all the fixtures belonging to a com- 
plete distillery of large capacity. 

“Do you recognize any of this stuff?” asked Matt. 

“T should say so.” 

“Well, here’s where we want you to work.” 

“Tt takes two to make dat kind of a isc paral 3” 

“What do you mean by that?” 

“T got inde hole once by runnin’ a joint of dis kind, 
an’ I don’t want any more of it.” 

“What did you come here for, then?” 

*“Because you brought me.” 

“You promised to stay here an’ work.” 

“T did, eh? Well, just let me tell you dat I ain’t never 
goin’ to work no more. It makes me bald to work.” 

“You won’t git out of here right away, my covey, so 
you can work or not, just as you see fit.” 

“When a man leaves it to me whether I work or not, I 
don’t work—see ?” 


* 


“Well, you won’t get anything to eat or drink if you 
don’t work. How will that suit?” 

The tramp did not answer. 

He was already studying his chances of making a bold 
dash for liberty. 

The fact that he was expected to violate the law did not 
| trouble him in the least. 

It was.a hgrse of another color when they asked him to 
work. 

Then he did not like the idea of being shut up in sucha 
| place. 

He had much rather roam about the city, drinking 
newly-made whisky at the expense of the detective. 

Matt moved about the place in a cautious manner, as if 
he was not very well acquainted with it. 

After a time he came to atrap-door in the floor, and 
raised it. 

The faint sound of voices came from below. 

Nosey was at a loss what course to pursue. 

He knew that the gates by which he had entered were 
well guarded, and that it would be next to impossible te 
escape in that direction. 

He had no idea where the hole in the floor led to. 

He knew that he was alone in the midst of a 
| desperate men. 

His owr experience in moonshining told him that they 
would kill him rather than allow him to escape. 
| The voices below seemed to come no nearer, and Nosey 
|finally made up his mind—or, rather, what was left of it 
|—that the men down there were working in some subter- 
‘ranean chamber through which, by good luck, he might 
slip without being observed. 

The first thing, however, was to get rid of Matt. 

The saloon-keeper was evidently not expecting much 
| opposition on the part of the tramp, and so paid little at- 
| tention to him. 

He left the trap-door open, and went poking and prying 


ee 
Ane or 
gang OL 


| 


Late as it was, two men were patrolling up and down| about the place as if on a tour of inspection. 
between the two fences. 


The tramp waited until the fellow’s head was half- 
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him a stunning blow on the back of the neck. 

The saloon-keeper fell senseless to the floor, carrying 
the barrel with him. 

The tramp listened a moment to ascertain whether the 
noise had attracted the attention of the men below, and 
then, hearing no evidence that it had, he crept to the 
opening and looked down. 

The voices had ceased, and there was no light in sight. 

The place seemed as slient, and as damp and musty as 
a grave. 

He hesitated about entering. 

While he waited the bell connecting with the street-gate 
gave a sharp peal. 

Some one was coming in, and he must act at once. 

He heard the rattle of the chains as they fell back, aiid 
then made a spring into the dark tunnel. 

In a moment he was standing on his feet in a narrow 
place, and the words of an imperious challenge were ring- 
ing in his ears. 

“T’m in for it, now,” he thought; “the men heard me 
jump, and will be straddle of my neck in about a second.” 

““Who’s. there 2?” 

The frightened tramp did not answer. 

“ Answer, or I shall fire.” 

Nosey bent low to the ground, and crept closer to the 
wall of the narrow passage. 

The challenging party evidently did not like to fire for 


fear of attracting attention, and for a moment the tramp | Epemed iio 


thought he was safe. 
He crept slowly forward until he came to a turn in the 
passage. 


This he passed in safety, but the next moment he found 


himself in the grasp of a strong and very active opponent. 
For a moment the struggle was a desperate one. 
The tramp seemed to be getting the better of his op- 
ponent. 


Then the sound of footsteps came from the darkness | 


ahead. 

A light flared up in the cavern. 

“What’s up, Gale?” 

Gale was not in a condition to tell what was up. 

The tramp’s fingers were about his throat, and he could 
barely get his breath. 

‘*A spy.” 

“ Give him de boot.” 

“Shoot him.” 

“Take hold there, some one.” 

Each one of the four men had some suggestion to make. 

For an instant no one came to the relief of the sentinel. 

At last, with great difficulty, the sentinel drew a revol- 
ver from his belt and fired. 

The tramp fell back. 

A stream of warm blood spurted into the face of the 
man who had done the shooting. f 

The little party stood at the corner of the main shaft of 
the tunnel, with the one oil-lamp.held close over the man 
who was still trying to release himself from the grasp of 
the wounded man. 

No one saw the figure at the angle of the tunnel. 

Just at that time the sentinel succeeded in releasing 
himself, and got upon his feet. 

While his companions gathered about him, the figure 
passed on and stood at the mouth of the tunnel, directly 
under the trap-door. 
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had been removed, 


and that he was practically in a trap. 
| The faint light of the oil-lamp did not penetrate to the 
place where he stood, but he passed his hands around the 
| walls of earth in the hope of finding some outlet other 
than that occupied by the men who were still grouped 
about the wounded tramp. 

To the right and left there was no hope. 

But the passage seemed to extend beyond the trap-door. 

Feeling his way along, Nick Carter soon found himself 


in a small dark room, which seemed to be entirely empty. 

In passing the entrance he came upon the rough boards 
of a heavy plank door. 

For some reason it had been left open that night. 

The walls of the room seemed to be of solid stone. 

He pushed the door partly shut and stood behind it, 
where the rays of the Jamp in the passage would not reach 
him. : 

Then the voices of the men outside came to his ears. 

“Ts he hurt much ?” 

‘1 think he is dead.” 

**He can’t be dead.” 

The speaker’s voice was full of anxiety. 

“He’s got a forty-two plumb through the breast.” 

“Why didn’t you fellows help? Then I wouldn’t have 


‘shot him.” 


“You always was too quick wid dat gun of yours.” 
“Yes, and you’ve got us into a nice scrape.” 

There was a moment’s silence, during which the men 
be examining the body. 

“Yes, he’s dead, all right enough.” 

**What shall we do with the body ?” 

“Where’s Matt?” 

“He went around the front way. See if he’s up stairs.” 

Nick heard one of the men take a ladder from its place 
of concealment and mount to the floor above. 

A cry of alarm came from the trap-door. 

The three remaining men made a rush for the ladder. 

They met Mike coming down, 

“Don’t go up there,” he whispered. 
knocked Matt out. 
head in a barrel. 

“In a barrel ?” 

“That’s what I said.” 

“Then de peelers is around here somewhere,” said the 
bartender, “an’ we'd better skip.” 

“Youse can cut your lucky if you want to,” said Mike; 
“but I’m goin’ to find out wot this all means.” 

‘“We must git rid of dis stiff,” said Dick. 


“'Where’n de old scratch can we put it?” 
“What's de matter with the dead-room 2” 


“That’s de ticket,” said Mike, “an’ we wants to be 
mighty swift about it.” 

Nick could hear the men tugging the body in his direc- 
tion. 

‘An’ now,” said Mike, as the men stopped to rest, “it 
goes dat dere ain’t been no such man down here—see ?” 

One of the men stooped down, and wiped the blood from 
the tramp’s face. 

Then he called for the lamp. 

“Tll be blest if it ain’t Nosey Jim,” he cried, after a 
close examination of the face before him. 

“That makes it easier,” said Mike. “ You.see dat leaves 
de coppers out of de deal. Matt just had a serap wid him 
an’ got swiped. Den dis mug tried to sneak out an’ got 
plugged.” 


“Some one has 
He lays up there on the floor with his 
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“We're all right, den,” said the bartender. 
no one ever miss Nosey.” ‘ 


The men picked up the body again, and this time landed 


“ Dere won't 


The fellow’s courage was all right, but he doubted his 
discretion. 
After some thought, he decided to sound the man be- 


it in the little room, within a few feet of where the detec-| fore he got too full of whisky. 


tive was standiny. 

““What’s that?” 

The men listened intently. 

“IT thought T heard a noise outside.” 

“Probably it’s Matt gettin’ on his pins.” 

“All ready, now ?” 

66 Yes. ” 

The door was closed and locked, and Nick was left alone 
with the dead tramp. 


CHAPTER V. 
“ JACK, DE COP-EATER,” 


Matt Archer, saloon-keeper and part owner of the 
moonshine plant on Hamilton avenue, was not in the best 
of spirits on the morning following the scene at the dis- 
tillery. 

He wore a large white cloth about his neck, and gave 


forth an odor of liniment. The blow dealt by Nosey had 
been a heavy one. 


‘“Got de rheumatism in de neck,” he explained to the 
group of early drinkers about his bar. 

‘The toughs winked slyly at one another, and took an 
extra drink at the expense of the house. 

“ Hi!” exclaimed one of the drinkers, who seemed. to be 
@ stranger in the party, “dere comes Jack, de Cop-Eater, 
an’ I’m goin’ to gilde out. I don’t want no truck wid 
him.” 


The man who entered the saloon as the speaker went | 


out of the rear door was not a large man, but he carried 


himself like one who was proud of being ‘a dead tough 


mug.” 
Jack, the Cop-Eater, was a character well known in 
New York as the hero of many a bar-room brawl. 


Whenever he had a load on he was sure to have a fight | reflection. 


with an officer of the law. 

Acvording to the newspapers, whenever he got out of 
prison he celebrated his release by “doing up” the first 
policeman he met. 

So far as the men in the saloon knew, this was his first 
appearance in Brooklyn. 

None of them knew him, although all had heard of his 
exploits, but they all pretended to know him. 

“Hello, Jack!” said one of the men at the bar, “ 
did youse git over de river?” 

“Guess I can come over if I want to,” replied the tough, 
in an ugly tone, as he glared about the place. 

“No offense, old man,” said the other, humbly. 

“T don’t know youse fellers,” said the tough; 
you’re all welcome to a bowl.” 

Matt set out the bottle and some glasses. 

“JT ain’t lookin’ fur norow wid youse fellers,” said 
Jack. “Copsis my meat. Dey’re tough meat, but darn 
good chewin’.” 

Matt got a new idea in his head as the fellow stood be- 
fore the bar drinking and boasting. 

He was wondering if he couldn’t interest this man in 
his moonshine whisky scheme. 

He felt that the toils of the law were closing in on him, 


when 


“but 


and he wanted just such a man as this to help him fights 
‘developments. 


the internal revenue officers. 


While he pondered over the matter, Mike entered the 
place. 

The two men were soon closeted in a rear room, where 
they could see what was going on in front, but where 
their conversation could not be overheard. 

“ How’s things at the plant?” was the first question. 

For a moment Mike did not answer. 

“It goes wid de boys dat it’s all right,” he said, finally ; 
“but dere’s somethin’ mighty queer goin’ on.” 

“What is it?” 

“Dey says Nosey Jim’s come to life in de dead-room.” 

(74 Rats. Phi 

“Well, dere’s some mighty queer noises in dere.” 

“What sort of noises?” 

“ Poundin’ an floppin’ around.” 

“Perhaps he wasn’t dead, after all.” 

“Dat’s wot I tells de boys but he’ s dead all de same.” | 

“How do you know ?” | 

“T went in dere.” 

“When ?” 

**Not an hour ago.” 

“ And he lay dere dead, eh?” 

Sure.” 

“Did the place look as though he’d been movin’ around 
any ?” 

“Naw.” 

“Sure there didn’t any one creep in there before or after 
you put the body in?” 

“Tf dey had wouldn’t I have collared dem dis mornin’ 
w’en I went into look around? Who is dat dead tuff 
mug out dere?” 

“ Jac, de Cop-Eater.” 

“ Wot’s ’e doin’ ’ere ?” 

“On a bum, I guess.” 


“Dere’s somthin’ more,” 


said Mike, after a moment's 
“De boys is goin’ to quit.” 

‘Goin’ to quit?” 

“ Dat’s wot I said.” 

“Wot for?” 

“ Afraid.” 

6¢ Rats. bh) 

“No, not afraid of rats, ah of wot’s in dat room.” 

“Well,.git de body out. Den it'll be all right.” 

“No, it won’t.” 

“¥Fraid of ghosts, eh?” 

‘*Dat's it.” 

“Pshaw, de room’s all right.” 

If the two worthies could have glanced into that sub- 
terranean room at the distillery at that moment they 
would not have thought it was all right. 

In this, however, Nick Carter in trouble, but still on 
duty, would not have agreed with them. 

And the chances are, too, that Chick, standing in front 
of the bar disguised as Jack the Cop-Eater, would not 
have agreed with them. 

The two detectives were satisfled with the condition of 
things that morning, although they could have been in 
better shape. 

The night before Chick had received a note from Nick 
Carter, telling him to report, in disugise, at Archer’s 
aloon in Brooklyn, on the following morning and await 
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The note also told him to get into the confidence of the 
proprietor of the place, if possible. 


“Wot you goin’ to do about dese here men quittin’ ?” 

“Get some more.” : 

‘“Dere’s too many mugs onto de plant now. You'll git a 
copper in dere de first t’ing you know.” 

“Well, I should say not.” 

“We've got to have some one right off.” 

““What’s de matter with gettin’ de Cop-Eater ?” 

‘‘He’s too tuff.” 

“Well, he’ll kill all de coppers dat come here.” 

“Git "im if you want to. I ain’t got nothin’ to say.” 

“Where’s Dave?” 

‘‘Guess he’s runnin’ yet. 
of ’im.” 

“Have you been over to de tenement yet?” 

“Naw. I got full last night, an’ didn’t go ’ome.” 

“T’d like to know how that feller got off dat roof with- 
out breakin’ his bloomin’ neck.” 

“Dat’s wot I’d like to know.” 

The two men then walkea out into the bar-room. 

They found the seeming Cop-Hater engaged ina heated 
controversy with a tramp who sat at one of the tables. 

“Dese cops,” Jack was saying, “t’ink us fellers ain’t 
got no right to live.” 

The sentiment seemed to be a popular one just then. 

“A man’s got ter git afpermit, nowadays, to stand across 
de street an see a cop work free lunches an’ peanut 
stands.” 


You won’t see any more 


The assembled wisdom about the orator declared as one 
man that that was the stuff, and the Cop-EKater at once 
ordered the drinks for the whole party. 

“I’m goin’ ter chew up a cop to-day,” said Jack, con- 
fidentially, and then he went on to tell, in the slang of the 
street, just how he was going to do it. 


When he had demolished the cop, in his mind, the 
saloon-keeper called him into the back room. 

After much whispering and a great deal of bargaining, 
the two men seemed to arrive at a satisfactory under- 
standing, and Archer left the room with a smile on his 
face. 


Matt proceeded carefully down the ladder, and made 
for the heavy door at the end of the passage. 

The place seemed to be entirely deserted. 

Even the sentinel whose duty it was to guard the pas: 
sage had disappeared. 

Matt looked at his watch. 

It was nine o’clock. 

“They ought to be here long before this, if they’re com- 
ing,” he thought. 

Then he recalled what Mike had said about the men 
wanting to quit. 

“They’ve gone,”. he thought, “and now the question is 
who pulled the gate open when I rang the bell.” 

Just then the sound of voices came from the outer end 
of the long tunnel. Ina moment they died away. 

“They let me in, and skipped before I could get a chance 


to talk to them,” Matt muttered, with an oath. 


And, indeed, this was the exact state of affairs. 

Matt unlocked the door of the dead-room, as if was 
called, and stepped in, pushing the lamp in ahead. 

The body of the dead tramp still lay on the floor. 

He bent over and touched the face with his hand. 

The cold flesh sent a little shiver through his frame. 

As he started back he heard the sound of footsteps be- 
hind him. 

Jack stood there with his hands in his pockets, jones 
coolly in upon the dead body. 

‘‘That kind of work suits me,” he said, ne turned 
away. 

Matt, carrying the lamp close to the wall, made a com- 
plete circuit of the room. 

Presently he came to a large stone, which seemed to be 
loose. 

He pulled at it with his hand, and it fell back into the 
room. 


Beyond it was a freshly-made passage through the soft, 


earth. 

Then he noticed for the first time a large pile of fresh 
earth in one corner of the room. 

He dashed from the room, left Jack standing at the door 
as a guard, and ascended to the room above. 

Here he raised a second trap-door, and hastily de- 


“It’s all right,” he whispered to Mike, “and I'll take| scended a slender flight of stairs. 


him down there directly.” 

Mike did not seem to regard the acquisition as a desir- 
able one, but he offered no objections. 

“I’m goin’ over to de tenement,” he said. 

“Well, find out all you can about last hight.” 

Mike promised to do so, and started away. 

In a short time the bartender arrived, and then Matt 
and his new assistant started for the distillery on Hamil- 
ton avenue. 


They passed through the two gates in the same manner 
as Nosey Jim and his conductor had done the night be- 
fore, and were soon in the room devoted to the making of 
crooked whisky. 

Everything was just as it had been left the night before. 

Even the barrel, into which Matt had fallen when struck 
by the tramp, still lay on the floor where it had fallen 
when he regained his senses and arose to his feet. 

‘*You stay here,” Matt said to his companion, “an? I’ll 
git some one to show you around.” 

The seeming lack sat down on a convenient barrel, and 
Matt lit a small lamp and lifted the trap-door. 

Jack gave a sudden start as he glanced into the dark. 
passage, but he said nothing. 


He was soon in a narrow hall-way, bricked upon both 
sides, on one side of which was a door. 
He pvlaced a key in the lock, and softly shot back the 


bolt. 


All his movements thus far had been silent. 

The door opened, inch by inch, on a room splendidly 
furnished with soft carpets, costly hanging-lamps, and, 
modern furniture. 

The wall had been broken on one side, and a heap of 
earth lay on the carpet in one corner. 

“The ene is up,” he muttered. 
been here.” 

This freshly-made tunnel connected with the desde -00m. 

It had been made during the night. 

Where was the person who had made it? 

Certainly not in either room. 

He called softly through the tunnel to Jack. 

“Any one around there?” 

“Naw. What sort uv a joint you got here, anyway ?” 

The fact was that Chick was fully as much puzzled as 
was the saloon-keeper himself. 

He had an idea that Nick Carter was about the place 
somewhere, and he thought it strange that he did not: 


“The officers have 


or 
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show up and assist in*the capture of the: leader of the] In one or two places the stones were loose. 


gang of moonshiners. Selecting a large stone which was not bound by those 

He crept through the tunnel, and stvod by Matt’s side|about it, and which seemed to be about to fall of its own 
in the handsomely furnished room. weight, he exerted his whole strength upon it. 

“ Youse fellers live mighty high here,” he said, glancing| After one or two efforts, the stone slowly left its place 
around the place.: in the wall, and fell with a dul) sound to the floor. 

Then he saw that Matt was regarding him intently, and! Beyond the piace where it had been was a bank of soft 
wondered what it meant earth. 

The next moment the truth flashed upon him. The detective at once began to dig, and found that he 


In creeping through the tunnel, his disguise had been|could make rapid progress, even if it was new work for 
disarranged, and Matt knew that he was looking into the | him. 


face of a spy. Before long he heard voices just ahead, and became 
Before he could reach the weapon which reposed under|more cautious in his movements. What could it. all 
his coat, the outlaw had him covered with a pistol. mean ? 
“What will you fellows do next?” sneered the saloon-| Presently a wall of earth fell away from him, and at 
keeper. the end of the open space thus revealed he saw a faint 
“Try to get out of this hole,” was the cool reply. glimmer of light. 
“Perhaps you can tell who made that hole in the wall?”| The voices now became quite distinct. 
“T think I could.” The people engaged in the conversation had evidently 
“Where is he, now ?” heard the noise occasioned by the falling earth, for a 
“T wish I knew. He might help me out of this.” voice said : 
During all this talk, Chick had been fingering the but-| ‘‘Did you hear that?” 
tons on his coat where his revolver was concealed. “Ves: what was it?” 


‘“‘T know what you’re trying to do,” said Matt, withan| “The place is full of rats,” said another voice. “They 
oath, “and you’d better drop it. I'll shoot you dead in|are probably at work behind the wall.” 


your tracks the minute you try to pull a gun.” This explanation seemed to be satisfactory, and the in- 
“Shoot way,” said Chick, coolly. “I’d shoot if I had|terrupted conversation went on. 

the drop on you.” ‘““Where’s Matt?” asked a voice. 
While Matt hesitated the sound of voices came from the; ‘“He’ll be here presently. He’s getting scared.” 

other end of the tunnel. “TJ don’t wonder,” said another voice. ‘‘The revenue 
Matt’s heart gave a bound as he recognized the voices | officers are making things hot for us.” 

of Mike and Dick. Nick crept forward until, through the chink in the wall, 
“What’s up?” he called out. he could see the faces of most of the men present. 
Mike knew the voice, and forced himself through the; He came very near uttering an exclamation of surprise 

tunnel. as he looked. 
“Openin’ up new streeis, eh?” Seated directly in frcnt of him, with the light from a 
The fellow saw how matters stood before the words|hanging-lamp shining full upon his face, was one of the 

were out of his mouth. wealthiest and, presumably, one of the most respectable 
He grinned as he contemplated the changed appearance | business men in Brooklyn. 

of Chick and the position he was in. | In fact, hisname had been mentioned to Nick as the 


Before Matt could ask the question that was on his lips,|name of aman who was very active inthe pursuit of 
the noise of a desperate struggle came from the dead-;moonshiners, and other offenders against the revenue 


room. laws. 

“Yes,” said the merchant, with a smile, “the officers 
are after us, but I know every move they make.” 

“Don’t be so sure of that, my fine fellow,” thought the 


“There has been some talk of putting outside men on 
FLOORS LINED WITH GUNPOWDER. the case,” continued the merchant; “but I soon put a stop 


to that.” 
When the heavy door closed on Nick Carter, he lost; ‘“ How did you do that?” , 
very little time in considering the situation in which he; “Why, I put my name down for five tnousand dollars 
found himself. toward a fund of twenty thousand, the whole to be paid to 
He knew that no bars had been placed on the door on} the man breaking up the gang. You see! raised them out 


the outside, and that he could unlock it and pass out at/on the first deal. They’ never raise such a purse.” 
The members of the party laughed heartily. 


will. 3 : ‘ 
The only obstacle was the party of workmen in the tun-' “You're a good one,” shouted one man, slapping him 
nel beyond the door. heartily on the shoulder. “‘When they raise it, just let 


He knew that the opening by which he had entered was) us know.” aU: 
guarded, and therefore went to work cautiously to find “Now to business,” said another member of the party. 
some other way out. “What about the new machinery ¢ 

In fact, he wasin no hurry to leave the underground; “Iam not able to report now, said another. ‘“To-mor- 
quarters of the moonshiners. row night I shall know all about it.” no 

Had this been the case, he might have escaped during| “I shall not be here to-morrow night, said the mer- 
the excitement which followed the murder of Nosey Jim. |chant. “My wife gives a reception.” 

He had discovered, almost in the heart of Brooklyn, the} ‘Swell affair?” : 
quarters of the gang which Collector Nathan believed to “T should say so. People high in the confidence of the 
be operating somewhere in the suburbs, and he did not|Government will be there.” This was said with a broad 
propose to leave the place without securing sufficient proof, wink. 
to covict every member of the bold band of outlaws. “You're a brick.” 5 

He first made an examination of the body of the tramp,| “And I shall want those papers there,” continued the 
and found that life was extinct. lmerchant. “It will be a good opportunity to show them 

He did not blame himself for the death of the man he|to a party or two.” 
had employed to locate the places where moonshine| “You mean some members of our league? 
whisky was being sold. Je Gertaimky:” 

Had Nosey remained in the furnished room, as ordered,| One of the men produced a package of papers, and 
he would still have been alive. * handed it to the merchant. nea 

Nick’s next move was to make a close examination of! “ And now about this matter of protection,” said a mem- 
the walls of the room. | ber of the group. aan 

Thev were of heavy stone, but the work of putting them! “I have attended to that already,” said another mem- 
up had been very bunglingly done. 'ber. ‘The floors of these rooms under the still are now 
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laid over kegs of powder, and the mine will be sprung at 
the first sign of a raid.” 

The merchant sprang from his chair, and extinguished 
the cigar he was smoking. 
on “Oh, you needn’t jump!” laughed the other. “The 
| os mine can be set off only by means of an electric wire from 
; the outer fence.” 

“But suppose the officers should come when the place is 
full of workmen—what then ?” 

“Why, in that case,” answered the other, “the work- 
men will never have to stand trial.” 

“And,” broke inthe merchant, “there will be nothing 
left on the premises to show what sort of business was 
carried on here.” 

“It is a desperate game, » said one. 

“Business is full of desperate games,” answered the 
merchant. 

“Well,” said another member of 
good care of those papers. 
all down there.” 

“T run as much risk as any of you,” was the cool reply. 

Nick was wondering how the men had missed hearing 
the pistol-shot which had killed poor Jim, but when they 
arose to take their departure he understood it all. 

The room they were in had asecond entrance, which 
was concealed by the heavy hangings on the wall, and did 
not connect with the main tunnel. 

This door was kuown only to those having capital in- 
vested in the illeg?! business. 

None of the workmen ever saw them abeut the plant. 

Archer was the only one who knew that they were 
interested in it. 

So, after all, the danger of detection was abe great. 

And even if it had been, they would have taken the 
risk, for the profits were very large. 

After the departure of the “directors” of the enterprise, 
Nick patiently cut a hole through the board wall of the 
room and crept inside. 

He was always provided with writing materials and 
stamps, for he never knew when he might néed them, 
and his first business was to dash off a short note and 
seal and stamp it. 

Then he picked the lock of the door by which the men 
had left the place and stepped out. 

He found himself in an under-ground passage, which 
terminated in the cellar of a vacant house standing just 
beyond the high fence inclosing the distillery lot. 

It was now after midnight, and a slow rain was falling. 

Gaining the open air, he deposited his note in a letier- 
hox not far away. 

Then he stopped to consider what course to pursue. 

He had discovered the’ den of the mounshiners, and 
might, before morning, lead a party of officers to the 
place and capture the entire outfit. 

Then he reflected that he had no proof to convict the 
leaders of the gang. 


the party, “you take 
Remember that our names are 


principals escape. Then he thought of the powder under 
the floors, and of the dead man lying in the room he had 
but recently left, and decided to use every means in his 
power to bring the conspirators to justice. 

He went back to the hidden chamber to watch and wait. 

As he entered he heard the soft footfalls of the sentinels 
walking their beats between the fences, but all was still 
in the under-ground rooms and passages. 
funnel in the coal-yard,” he thought; “but, aside from 
that, I am alone in the*plant.” 

He made a long search for the electric wire intended to 
set off the mine, and finally found and cutit.  ° 

“There will be no explosion here this year,” he thought, 
with a smile, “unless it be a social one.” 

The detective passed into the dead-room, replaced the; 
stone in the wall, and left the place by the heavy door. 

As he stepped outside, he saw adim light advancing 
down the tunnel leading from the coal-vard. 

In the dead stillness of the night the fellow had. evi- 
dently heard the jar of the closing door. 

There was no escape for the detective. 

The man with the light came straight to the place where : 
he stood. 


| 


It would be folly to capture the workmen and let the} 


“There is probably aman watching at the mouth of the! 


the detective in the dark corner where he stood. 

What he did see wasa human hand stretched out of 
the darkness. 

The hand held a cocked revolver. 

“Throw up your hands.” 

The fellow lost no time in obeying orders. 

Nick advanced with his handcuffs in one hand, and his 
revolver in the other. 

The fellow made no sign of resistance until Nick was 
within two feet of him. 

Then, quick as lightning, one foot shot out, and Nick’s 
revolver went sailing through the air. 

The next moment the light was overturned, and the two 
men were struggling in the darkness. 

The moonshiner gave a low signal, there was a rush of 
footsteps in the tunnel, and Nick was fighting three to 
one. 

He had made a great mistake in peur ing that he was 
alone in the place. 

The series of passages connecting with the second trap- 
door, and with the opening in the cellar were unprotected, 
because they were kept fastened, and even the workmen 
knew nothing of them. 

Nick might have wandered about them at will in the 
absence of Matt and the directors, but the passage leading 
from the coal-yard was never left unguarded. 

Such a battle could not last long. 

The detective was overpowered and bound. 

“You didn’t know Iused to make my livin’ by high 
kickin’, did you?” said the fellow, with a grin. 

Then the question arose as to what should be done with 


ithe captive. 


“ Knock’m in de head an’ t’?row’m in ac dead-room,” 


i said one. 


‘‘No use of that,” said another. 

“We've decided to jump the job to-night, anyway, an’ 
we may as well go without killin’ any more men.” 

“We ought to have jumped it before,” said another. 
“We run allthe risk and only get day wages. Some 
one’ll hang for shootin’ dat tramp yet.” 

“TLet’s tie him tight an’ put’m in de dry tank,” said the 
first speaker. ‘“Wecancover if'up an’ let’m guess how 
he got there.” 


This plan was finally carried out, and Nick wasleftin — 


no enviable situation. He was comfortable physically, 
but he wanted to be at work. 

In the morning Mike and his fellows discovered that the 
night men had deserted, carrying valuable property away 
with them. 

This was one of the things not reported to Matt that 
morning, for they feared his anger. 

And no one thought to look in the big, dry tank, soon to 
be filled with boiling water. 


CHAPTER VII. 
A FASHIONABLE RECEPTION. 


The residence of the Honerable Blank B. Blank, in one 
of the most aristocratic portions of Brooklyn, was ablaze 
with light. 

Colored awnings stretched from the portico of the 
splendid structure to the curbstone. 

Costly carpets and rugs lay upon the marble steps and 
upon the sidewalk for the guests to tread upon. 

Every moment magnificent equipages dashed up and 
deposited haughty men and women splendidly attired and 
flashing with diamonds. 

Many of the men were prominent in the councils of the 
State and the Nation. 


Many of the woman were cclebrated throughout the 


land for their beauty. 

The master and mistress of the establishment stood in 
the broad reception-hall receiving their guests. 

The affair had for weeks been referred to by the society 
editors of the great dailies as the great coming event of 
the season. 


The light was faint, and he coutd not see the figure of 
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A plainly dressed gentleman, whom no one seemed to 


In the position she occupied it was impossible for her to 


recognize, stepped from a carriage with a beautiful young| be discovered from the smoking-room. 


girl leaning on his arm. 


Any one in the conservatory might have seen her by 


Murmurs of admiration escaped from the guests as the} advancing to within a yard of the place where she sat. 


couple passed into the reception-room. 
* Who is she?” 
“Do you know her escort?” 
‘“Isn’t she beautiful?” 
“You must find out who she is, and present me.” 


She was in a place where she could hear every word 
uttered in the smoking-room. 

Ina few moments four gentlemen, one of whom was the 
host, occupied chairs i in the little room. 

“Well, gentlemen,” said the host, “Iam happy to bo 


These remarks and many more of a similar character | able to state that all goes well at our place of business.” 


were heard as the gentleman and lady paused before the 
host and his smiling wife. 

The Nonorable Blank B. Blank grasped the gentleman 
cordially by the hand. 

Then the lady was presented. 

“Miss Nichols, my ward.” 

The host and the plainly dressed gentleman held a short 


“T have heard ugly rumors,” began one of the guests. 

“And so have I,” added another. 

‘‘ All bosh,” said the host. 

“Tam not so sure about that,” 

“T tell you that discovery is impossible,” 
“and I'll tell you why.” 

The men bent their heads together, and Blank whis- 


said the fourth man. 
said the host, 


whispered conversation, and then the couple which, by | pered guardedly in their ears for a moment. 


reason of the beauty of the girl, had attracted so much 
attention, passed on into the finely decorated parlors. 

The gentleman seated himself in a quiet corner. 

“You will find me here,” he said, ‘when you return 
from the cloak-room.” 

The girl took her departure, and her escort sat looking 
at the people about him. { 

“Tt is a fraud,” he was thinking, “to send such a girl to 
do such work. She attracts too much attention.” 

In a short time the girl was back at his side. 

“Well,” he said, with a smile, “did you spy out the 
resources of the land ?” 

“T think so.” 

‘Well, be careful. A simple mistake would be fatal.” 

“At present,” the girl said, tapping him playfully with 
her fan, “I am in need of a young and handsome escort.” 

Young and handsome escorts are never wanting when 
youth and beauty call, and the girl was soon the center | 
of an admiring group. 

Karly in the evening the girl sought the conservatory. 

She seemed particularly interested in the arrangement 
of the rooms in that part of the house. 

Nothing escaped her sharp eyes. 

At one end of the conservatory was a small room which} 
seemed to have been set aside especially for the use of 
gentlemen who desired to smoke. 

It was a pretty little place. 

On one side it was separated from the conservatory by 
a mass of large plants and hanging vines. 

On the conservatory side these formed a small arbor. 

After a time the plainly dressed gentleman claimed the 


girl, and her escort left her with evident reluctance. 
The couple strolled to the rear end of the conservatory. 
“Well 2” 
The man seemed to understand what the girl meant. 
“They are getting together. now.” 
‘Where ?” 
‘In the parlors.” 
“Tf they stay there I may as well go home.” 
The gentlernan laughed heartily. 


“Are you satisfied now?” he demanded. 

“In that case,” said one of the guests, “ I suppose every- 
thing is all right. The officers ought to know.” 

The host drew a packet of papers from his pocket. 

‘Here are the only papers in the world,” he said, “which 
bear our names in connection with the enterprise, and it 
is proposed that they be destroyed and numbers substitu- 
ted for names. That is the idea, if Iam not mistaken.” 

“Yes; that is the idea.” 

The host left. his chair, walked into the conservatory, 
looked carefully around, and returned. 

“T ought to have done that before,” he said, “but it is 


‘all right.” 


He laid the papers on a small table and drew a blank 
page from his pocket. 

“We will begin at the beginning,” he said. 
be Number One?” 

“That is immaterial. Put your name down there.” 

The host wrote his name and the number and. paused 
with the uplifted pencil in his hand. 

The papers lay scattered upon the table. 

The only person in sight, except those engaged at the 


“Who shall 


‘table in the smoking-room, was Burton, 


He stepped for an instant into the door at the distant 


jend of the conservatory. 


From the place where he stood the white papers on the 
table were in plain sight. 

The next moment he was gone. 

“As I was saying,” said Blank, “I stand solid in the 
quarter named, and not a thing is done in connection 
with the whisky cases Ws I am not informed of in 
advance.” 

“Tt is a good thing £6 stand in with the authorities,” 
said a member of the party. 

“Now, who shall be num 

The report of a pistol came from the room beyond the 
conservatory door. 

All four men sprang to their feet. 

“My heavens, what is that?” 

The host started in the direction of the sound, closely 


9 


“People do not usually transact important business in| followed by his companions. 


the presence of their guests,” he said. 

“T hope they will come here.” 

There was a nervous tremble in the girl’s voice. 

“T think they will.” 

At that moment the form of the host appeared in the 
door-way at the other end of the conservatory. 

“James,” they heard him call out, “bring a bottle of 
wine to the smoking-room off the conservatory.” 

The man turned to the girl with a smile on his face. 

“You see I was right,” he said. 

“You won’t be far away ?” 

“Certainly not.” 

The gentleman conducted the girl to the small arbor at 
the end of the smoking-room, and left the place. 

“By the way, Burton,” said Mr. Blank, “I really must 
see more of that beautiful ward of yours. She 1s decidedly 
the belle of the evening.” 

Burton passed on with a bow. 


The important papers still lay on the table. 

As the men dashed toward the door a white hand 
reached through the tangle of vines and seized them all. 

For a moment all was confusion in the house. 

Then the host and his three friends returned to the 
little smoking-room. 

“It must have been an accidental discharge,” one of 
them was saying, “and the careless person, whoever he 
is, declines to let us know of his connection with it.” 

“You are sure it was a pistol-shot?” 

“Of course. The guests all heard it, and the room is 
filled with powder smoke now.’ 

“Who was in.the room when you got there?” 

“Half the people in the house.” 

“ A lady or two fainted, I believe.” 

“So T hear.” 

“Well, let’s get through with this business.” 

At that moment Miss Nichols appeared in the door-way 


“Tf IT am not very much mistaken,” he thought, “ you of the conservatory, hurrying away from the place. 


will see rather too much of her during the next few days.” 
The girl seated herself in the arbor and drew | the hang- 
ing vines around her. 


“Now 
One of the men stopped Blank with a gesture, and 
‘pointed to the table. 
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“You put the papers in your pocket, of course,” he said, 
with a tremble in his voice. 

Blank looked at the table with staring eyes, and felt in 
his pockets one by one. 

His companions looked on impatiently. 

“IT was so startled,” he said, “that I don’t just remem- 
ber what I did do with them.” ; 

“T can tell you,”. said one of the men, fiercely. “You 
left them on that table. What kind of a thief’s den do 
you keep here?” : 

“ Heavens, gentlemen, this means ruin. That shot must 
have been intentional.” 

The host’s face was pale as death. 

“ Who could have taken the papers?” 

“The only person who has left the conservatory recent- 
ly,” said one of the men, “is Miss Nichols. 


back at any cost. She has the papers. That shot was de- 
signed to attract our attention.” 

The men dashed out of the room. 

Burton stood in the room whence the pistol-shot had 
proceeded. 

“ Have you seen your ward lately ?” 

Notwithstanding his great excitement, Blank spoke 
coolly. 

‘‘She went toward the parlor a moment ago.” 

Blank hurried away in that direction, and Burton as- 
cended to the cloak-room. 

‘““You are too late,” he said, to the girl, who stood 
trembling by the door. “You are suspected. Give me the 
papers, and conceal yourself somewhere until you can 
safely leave the house.” 

“Where shall I go?” she asked, handing over the 
precious package. 

“ Anywhere, only hurry. They are coming to look for 
you here.” 

The girl darted into a closet and closed the door. 

“Not here,” said Blank, stepping into the room. ‘‘We 
may as well give it up and provide for our own safetv. 
You saw that note I received a moment ago? Well, the 
officers are in the still.” 

The men hastened from the house, and disappeared in 
the street. 


CHAPTER VIII. 
TWO IN A TANE. 


“What's that?” 

Matt turned from his prisoner for a moment to look in- 
quiringly at Mike and D*ck. 

“What's that noise?” he repeated. 

‘*T dunno.” 

“Tid you leave any one in there when you crawled 
through that new tunnel into this room %” 

“No.” 

“Are the men at work out there?” 

st Naw. 99 

“Well, go and see what it is.” 

Mike turned toward the door. 

Matt stopped him. 

“Why don’t you go through de tunnel?” he demanded. 

“An? git my head broke onde udder side?” demanded 
Mike. “Oh, no, I guess not.” 

At the door Mike turned and beckoned to Dick to 
follow him. 

He did not care to go into that room alone, especially 
when there was an intimation of physical danger. 

By this time the noise of the struggle had ceased. 

The two men standing there in the superbly furnished 
under-ground room, one with a pistol pointed at the heart 
of the other, could hear Mike and Dick calling to each 
other in the passage outside, but all else was still. 

be Matt grew more nervous and excited every moment. 
Bey He was anxious to be with the men in the other part of 
the tunnel, but what could he do with his prisoner? 


“Hollow her,” gasped Blank. ‘‘Follow and bring her, 


“Tve a good mind to shoot you down in your tracks,” 
he said to Chick, with an oath. 
ee tell the truth, that was just what Chick was afraid 
of. 
aia thought over the matter a moment, and then 
said : 
“T was a fool not to tie you up when Mike and Dick 
were here, but I think I can do it alone.” 
Chick was of the opinion that he could not, but for ob- 
vious reasons, he did not say so. 
“Now, mind,” said Matt, as he approached the detective 
with a strong cord, ‘‘I’]1 shoot you if you make a move.” 
“JT don’t want to be shot,” said Chick, coolly, ‘‘and so 
TP’) keep mighty still.” 
But the next moment Matt received a terrible blow on 
i the throat, and fell to the floor. 
| “It ain’t safe to try and tie a man when youve got him 
|covered,” sad Chick, coolly binding the saloon-keeper 
with the cord he had intended for another purpose. 


i work.” 


Matt tried to call out to his friends in the next room, 
‘but Chick grasped him by the throat. 

‘‘Don’t do that,” said the detective, taking Matt’s re- 
volver and placing it beside his own, within easy reach. 
‘Tf you call them in here, I’l1l have to shoot them.” 

Mike’s voice was now heard at the other end of the 
short tunnel]: 

“Dere ain’t no one here,” he said. 

“Some men come back after der tools an’ got inter a 
scrap,” added Dick. Bons 

Chick made a quick move to drag Matt, now securely 
bound and gagged, out of range of the tunnel opening. 

But he was not quick enough. 

Mike’s pistol appeared at the hole. 

The next moment two shots were fired in rapid succes- 
sion. 

The room was full of smoke. 

Chick knew that it would be useless to stay there and 
fight. 

He had two to contend with, and they rather had the 
advantage, as he was in plain sight of the tunnel, while 
all their movements were hidden. 

The only thing to do was to get out, and to get out 
quickly. 

He fired a parting shot at the tunnel, and bounded for 
the door. 

As he turned the knob, he heard Mike call out: 

“ Burry, Diek.” 

Chick knew what that meant. | 

Dick had been sent to head him off. 

They did not mean to let him leave the place alive if 
they could help it. 

He dashed out of the door and sprang for the ladder 
leading to the still-room above. 

He fully expected to meet Dick coming down. 

But when he reached the room Dick was nowhere in 
sight. 

"A new danger threatened, however. 

The sentinels at the fence, doubtless alarmed by the 
shots, were running toward the house, with their guns 
in their hands. 

It was death to venture out. ; 

It was death to remain where he was. 

Holding a cocked revolver in one hand, he sprang down 
the open trap-door leading to the main tunnel. 

Oncé in the tunnel, he heard Mike’s voice in the little 
room: 

“Keep at de end of de tunnel, you fool.” 

Dick’s voice came back from quite a distance: 

“T can keep him back all right.” 

Then Chick saw what the scheme was. 

They knew that escape was impossible by means of the 
street door, and they were guarding the main tunnel. 

They meant to keep him at all hazards. 

The next moment Chick heard one of the sentinels de- 
scending the ladder. 

The other had probably gone into the tunnel from which 
he had just escaped, and would soon release Matt. 

Things began to look decidedly gloomy. 


i“ Deve tried it time and again, and I never could make it. 
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His first idea was to look about for a hiding-place. 
But a short distance away was a large tank. 


Whether it was empty or not Chick had no means of: 


knowing. 

It afforded the only available hiding-place in sight. 

He raised the cover and bounded in. 

Instead of striking upon a hard bottom, however, he 
struck upon a yielding human form. 

He uttered an exclamation of alarm, and held his pistol 
ready for action. 

In feeling about, however, he discovered that the man 


- was bound and gagged. 


The occupant of the box, then, was a prisoner. 
He drew out his knife, and cut the gag rope. 
**Chick !” 

“For Heaven’s sake, Nick, is this you? 
get into this old tank?” 

“Wait until I can work my jaws,” said Nick, “and I'll 
tell you. Who’s out there now ?” 

‘About half a dozen, I guess ” 

‘“‘Then cut these cords, and get out my pop. 
ave.a trifle stiff.” 

“T should think they would be. Hark !” 

‘The voices of a searching party could now be heard on 
the outside. 

**He’s got away, and that’s all there is of it,” shouted 
Matt, inarage. “I'll give ten dollars to de man wot 
catches him. I'll teach ’m to tie me down.” 

“In a moment they heard Matt order the sentinels back 
to their work at the fence. 

Then the voices of the three men grew fainter. 

They were undoubtedly leaving the place. 

“‘Tt’s a wonder they don’t look in the tank,” said Chick. 

“This tank is usually full of hot water at this time of 
day,” said Nick, “and I guess they forget that to-day is 
an exception.” 

This, indeed, was the truth of the matter. 

-* When the voices died entirely away, the two detectives 
crept from the tank. 


How did you 


My arms 


MS 


They made a careful examination of the passages, but, 


there was no one in sight. 

Matt and his companions had gone to the still-room to 
eonsult and arrange for more workmen. 

The two detectives had no difficulty in leaving the 
place by way of the main tunnel, the guard having de- 
serted with the rest of the men. 

“You’re a beauty,” said Nick, with a laugh, as the two 
men stood in the full light of day in the coal-yard. 
“You ain’t any dude yourself,” said Chick. 

comes next ?” 

“T have an appointment to-night,” said Nick, “or at 
least,” he added, with a smile, ‘fone Burton .has, and 
you’d better get a little rest.” 

“What then?” 

“Bring some officers here at ten o’clock to-night, and 
raid the place.” 

“But there won’t be any one in them.” 

Nick laughed. 

“But the men who run the joint will be under arrest, 
just the same,” he said. 

Chick went away deeply mystified, and the reader 
already knows where Nick Carter went that night. 

Blank and his three influential friends and partners in 
crime also knew, for they were arrested on leaving the 


“What 


house. Matt was arrested at about the same hour at his 
saloon. 

Mike and Dick, and, in fact, all the sentinels and work- 
men, escaped. 

When Nick entered the office of the collector the next 
morning, he was reading a newspaper account of the raid. 

“And so you see that the place you were looking for 
out in the country was right under your nose,” said Nick. 

“Tt ig astonishing,” said the collector. “I am sorry, 
however, that no arrests were made.” 

“Tf you will step down to the police station,” said Nick, 
“you will find five prominent citizens there awaiting the 
pleasure of Uncle Sam, and here are the papers which 
are to convict them.” ; 

The collector turned pale as he.read the names of the 
paper. 

“Tt don’t seem possible,” he said. 


“Well, itis all true,” was thereply. “And it cost one 
poor man his life to bring them to justice. His body has 
been taken to the Morgue, and will recieve decent burial 
at my expense.” 

Nick then told the story of the capture of the still. 

“And this girl Nell,” the collector said, “the one wh 
got the papers so cleverly, must be rewarded.” 

“She has worked with me betore,” said Nick. “She said 
this morning that the hardest part of it all was to go to 
the superintendent of police, and have him arrange with 
Blank for the presence of a private detective at the recep- 
tion, but I wasin hock when'I wrote that note, and she 
had to go.” 

_“Poor Blank! He won’t give any more receptions 
right away. He was nicely fooled. But you haven’t told 
me how you got off the roof.” 

“Oh, I hadn’t fallen six feet before I caught an awning 
frame and crawled in at an open window leading to a 
hall-way.” 

The suory was told, and Collector Nathan sat back in 
, his chair with a smile on his face. 

“Do you know,” he said, as he handed Nick his voucher 
for twenty thousand dollars, “that [have an idea why 
you raided that place when it was empty ?” 

“Well?” y 

_“ You intended to capture and punish the wealthy prin- 
.eipals, and let the men who were merely working for day 
wages escape.” 

“Well,” replied Nick, “that is just what I did, isn’t it?” 

‘‘T want to see that man Chick,” said Collector Nathan. 

“You will never want to see him so badly asI did 
when he came bumping into that tank and nearly broke 
my neck,” wasthe reply. “The young scamp really earned 
every cent of the money you have paid me.” 

And so the case ended. 

The principals were severely punished, and many of 
the engaging young men who attended the Blank recep- 
| tion are still wondering what has become of the beautiful 
Miss Nichols and her crusty old guardian. 

Fully fifty thousand dollars’ worth of goods were cap- 
tured at the still and destroyed, and the famous Brooklyn 
moonshine gang is no more. 


[THE END. ] 
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